IV.   JOANNA'S  CARE.

ments of his art, than all his mightiest after
work, until the days of sunset in the west came
for it also.

As " Redgauntlet" is, in its easily readable
form, inaccessible, nowadays, I quote at once
the two passages which prove Scott's knowledge
of music, and the strong impression made on him
by the scenery between Dumfries and Annan.
Hear, first, of Darsie Latimer's escape from the
simplicity of his Quaker friends to the open
downs of the coast which had formerly seemed
so waste and dreary. " The air I breathed felt
purer and more bracing; the clouds, riding high
upon a summer breeze, drove in gay succession,
over my head, now obscuring the sun, now let-
ting its rays stream in transient flashes upon
various parts of the landscape, and especially
upon the broad mirror of the distant Frith of
Sol way."

A moment afterwards he catches the tune of
" Old Sir Thorn a Lyne," sung by three musicians,
cosily niched into what you might call a bunker!*
a little sand-pit, dry and snug, surrounded by its
banks, and a screen of furze in full bloom. Of
whom the youngest, Benjie, " at first somewhat
dismayed at my appearance, but calculating on

*This is a modern word, meaning, first, a large chest;
then, a recess scooped in soft rock.